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''S there a fairer spot in Yorkshire’s vales— 
In her West-Riding’s wood-clothed hills and dales— 
Than this? which loyal Strafford once did own 


Oy ci Ere rebel Factions had assailed the Throne. 
ee Where Earl Fitzwilliam (second of that name) 


Raised a Memento—worthy of the fame 
Of Rockingham—a century ago. 
Which o’er the wood its cupola doth show, 


Structure replete with every classic grace, 


Meet crown to all the beauty of the place. 


Che Right bonbdie. Earl sfitzwilliam’s Hunt. 


Mild Autumn’s Sun illumes the pale blue sky; 
October seems unwillingly to die; 

For Summer’s smile still lingers on her face, 
Tho’ chill November’s breath we here can trace 
On crimson, golden, russet coppice sheen, 
E’en lovelier than Summer’s mantle green. 

But ah! how short lived! So the Dolphin lies, 


Changing to Rainbow radiance as he dies. 


But hark! upon the gentle gale is borne 

The note melodious of a huntsman’s horn ; 

A foxhound’s challenge floats upon the breeze, 
And scarlet vestures flash among the trees, 
While, like a torrent sparkling in its track, 
Pours downward thro’ the fern the eager pack. 
A crash! a chorus bids the echoes wake 

An answ’ring harmony from hill and brake, 


Depart! O Reynard! it is time to fly, 


To linger but a moment is to die! 
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Che Right bonble. Earl fitswilliam’s bunt. 


Nt ali Pr 
mt a we ian ee an, eee a ee 


#0. . 
OT a el Nga it NN gt gin, grt. ith ih tte 
Oe rh gy. weer ‘ ih 
lias iki thine Or alla ee tae Ae oak 


He breaks! but not unviewed, scarce has he passed, 

His Lordship’s horn peals forth a welcome blast, 

Now up the slope, swift o’er the russet mead 
vane hounds appear, each racing for the lead. 


7 Behold ! the faithful ‘‘ Guardian’? heads the chase, 


While ‘ Regulus” still regulates the pace ; 
“ Helpmate"’ will help to keep them on the “line,” 


And in the front will ‘ Sparkler ” ever shine. 
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Bright ‘‘ Chanticleer” rose with the early dawn, 

And “ Vanguard's" nose sweeps o’er the dewy lawn. 
What ‘Somerset’? e’er wore a coat of blue 

But found himself beside a ‘‘ Sportsman” true? 

And though a “Radical” may dream of peace, 

‘“« Wellington’s”’ martial glories ‘ne’er will cease. 

Our “Gander” wil] not hiss; may, where’s the use? 
The game is here reversed of ‘Fox and Goose!” 
Forward, good ‘‘ Remus!” forward, if you please ; 


- For in the “double” ‘‘ Gloster”? is ‘‘ the cheese.” 
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Che Right Honble. Carl Fitzwilliam’s bunt, 
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To name the rest both time and space would fail us, 
And so we'll simply say : “Cum multis alis— 
Tho’ I’ve no doubt, bold Frank would tell us flat 


He never knew a hound with name like that. “ 


Room for the Ladies Fair! whose peerless grace 
Gives fresh enchantment to the stirring chase; 
‘ Nigel” and ‘ Katrine” seem to tread on air, 


So lightly they their lovely burdens bear. 


‘Forr’ard away!” the Earl points out the “ line,”’ 
Forward, bold Bartlett! now the task is thine, 
‘‘ Provost” will bear thee where thine eye may view 


Thy pack, their quarry’s devious course. pursue. 


Rinaldo’s ‘ Bayard ” neer in “days of yore’ 
On his broad back a worthier Knight e’er bore; 
A kind friend, loved alike by rich and poor, 


Paladin truly “sans reproche—sans peur!” 
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Che Right Hhonbdle, Earl fits willian’s bunt. 


Long may his Lordship live to point the way 
To Patriotism, Honour, clear as Day; 

Ye Britons! follow—then shall England be 
Wnited, happy, prosperous and free! 


_Long may his loved and loving Spouse remain 
To share his joy, and soothe his care or pain; 
Love proved for Fifty Years, for aye must last 


In bliss, when Heaven’s Golden Gate is passed. 


W. H. HOPKINS. 
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